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SCEIPTUKE LESSOIN^. 



BLESS the Lord, O my soul ; and all that is within 
me, bless his holy name ! 

Bless the- Lord, O my soul, and forget not all his 
benefits : 

Who forgiveth all thine iniquities ; who healeth all thy 
diseases ; 

Who redeemeth thy life from destruction ; who crown- 
eth thee with loving kindness and tender mercies ; 

Who satisfieth thy mouth with good things, so that thy 
youth is renewed like the eagle's ! 

The Lord is merciful and gracious, slow to anger, and 
plenteous in mercy. 

He hath not dealt with us after our sins ; nor rewarded 
us according to our iniquities. 

For he knoweth our frame; he remembereth that we 
are dust. 



As for man, his days are as grass ; as a flower of the 
field so he flourisheth : 

For the wind passeth over it, and it is gone ; and the 
place thereof shall know it no more : 

But the mercy of the Lord is from everlasting to ever- 
lasting upon them that fear him, and his righteousness 
unto children's children : 

To such as keep his covenant, and to those who remem- 
ber his commandments to do them. 

The Lord hath prepared his throne in the heavens, and 
his kingdom ruleth over all. 

Bless the Lord, all his works, in all places of his 
dominion : bless the Lord, O my soul ! — Psalm ciii. 



Come unto me all ye that labor and are heavy laden, 
and I will give you rest : 

Take my yoke upon you, and learn of nlfe ; for I am 
meek, and lowly in heart : and ye shall find rest unto your 
souls : 

For my yoke is easy, and my burden is light. — 
Matt. xi. 

Let not your heart be troubled : ye believe in God, 
believe also in me. 

In my Father's house are many mansions ; if it were not 
so I would have told you. I go to prepare a place for you. 

And if I go and prepare a place for you, I will come 
again and receive you unto myself; that where I am, ye 
may be also. 



And whither I go ye know, and the way ye know. 
I am the way and the truth and the life : no man cometh 
unto the Father but by me. — John xiv. 



For God, who commanded the light to shine out of 
darkness, hath shined in our hearts to give the light of the 
knowledge of the glory of God in the face of Jesus 
Christ. 

But we have this treasure, in earthem vessels, that the 
excellency of the power may be of God, and not of us. 

We are troubled on every side, yet not distressed ; we 
are perplexed, but not in despair ; . 

Persecuted, but not forsaken ; cast down, but not 
destroyed ; 

Always bearing about in the body the dying of the 
Lord Jesus, that the life also of Jesus might be made 
manifest in our body. 

Knowing that he which raised up the Lord Jesus shall 
raise up us also by Jesus, and shall present us with you. 

For which cause we faint not ; but though our outward 
man perish, yet the inward man is renewed day by day. 

For our light affliction, which is but for a moment, 
worketh for us a far more exceeding and eternal weight of 
glory ; 

While we look not at the things which are seen, but at 
the things which are not seen : for the things which are 
seen are temporal ; but the things which are not seen are 
eternal. 



For we know that if our earthly house of this tabernacle 
be dissolved, we have a building of God, aliouae not made 
with hands, eternal in the heavens. 

Therefore we are always confident, knowing that, whilst 
we are at home in the body, we' are absent from the Lord : 

For we walk by faith, not by sight. 

We are confident, I say, and willing rather to be ab- 
sent from the body, and to be present with the Lord. 
2 Cob. iv., v. 




THE CONSECRATED LIFE. 



ROMANS xu. 11, 12: 

Not slothful in business; fervent in spirit; serving 
THE Lord; 

Rejoicing in hope; patient, in tribulation; continuing 

INSTANT IN prayer. 

rilHIS is part of Paul's exhortation to the 
-^ Romans, wherein he sets forth his con- 
ception of the Christian, taking and imparting 
to others the divine life of the Lord. 

a 

Every day repeats to us the lesson, that our 
life is a tissue of personal relations, — souls 
weak in themselves being strong in the strength 
of others; men depending on fellow-men; Chris- 
tendom looking up to its Lord ; mankind resting 
in God. 

We cannot subsist our spirits on principles, 
truths, divorced from the persons of those who 
embody and illustrate them. Virtue, holiness. 
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— they are but vanishing phantoms till incar- 
nated in some holy woman or virtuous man. 
Faith, Hope, Charity, sweet names, — they are 
yet empty names of viewless spirits till we see 
these virtues walking beside us, embodied iji 
the faithfiil, the hopeful, and the loving. 

It seems to be a simple law which controls 
this derived, dependent life. The great forces 
in our nature are love and reverence. They 
are nobler and mightier affections than hope 
and fear. Hope and fear have a selfish root. 
They seek or shun some individual gain or 
loss. But love and reverence are self-forgetful: 
they look only to others, to persons greater 
and better than we, whose holiness rebukes 
our evil. They contemplate recognition and 
response; they impress our spirits with all that 
is lovely in those to whom we look up; they 
impart the true inspiration to our life. 

Principles guide us; but they cannot rouse 
the great feelings which urge us on. These are 
kindled only when some other spirit touches 
ours, — some one who is what man should be, 
who becomes himself our ideal of manly noble- 
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ness, who wakes a nobler aspiration in us, and 
moves us to more strenuous endeavor, — thus 
bringing us, through our love to him, to the 
knowledge of that Master whose life has so 
quickened his, and who, in turn, shall lead our 
love and reverence to One who is greater 
than he. 

Heaven has set such ministering spirits all 
along our path, — those who make our faith 
brighter and our trust more complete, — who 
prolong the heavenly ministry of Jesus' upon 
earth, passing the living torch from hand to 
hand, —who serve mankmd m a thousand ways, 
but render their greatest service by merely 
living • amidst their fellow-men, suffering them- 
selves to be seen, and their beautiful influence to 
be felt. 

More than by any deed^ or words, they work 
by that perpetual ministry, the ceaseless, un- 
conscious influence of a consecrated life; and, 
when they die, their power dies not with them; 
a thousand loving memories treasure it up, and 
make it even, greater than before; the grief that 
mourns them is tempered by great joy and grati- 

2 
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tilde in remembering all they were ; Heaven is 
praised that they have been permitted to live, 
and we to know them in life ; while their own 
eheerfiil faith and perfect trust remain to com- 
fort us, to make our sorrow more tender, to 
take away its pain. 

It is with such mingled and chastened feel- 
ings, with such grateful sorrow, that we recog- 
nize the great loss Heaven has called us to 
sustain. 

Not that the loss is ours alone. A whole 
community mourns with us : a familiar presence 
is wanting in the walks of business he so digni- 
fied and adorned: the societies and associations 
for charity, for graceful culture, for every good 
work, mourn for a member or a generous friend : 
the cause of temperance, of universal freedom, 
of education, — every good cause, — has lost a 
counsellor and a patron: the State has lost an 
eminent citizen; the mercantile community, one 
of its representative men, a Christian merchant 
indeed; as we here have lost a pillar from our 
church, an object of proud affection from our 
society ; while one of our households has lost a 
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husband and a father, and all a brother and a 
Mend. 

There was something in our departed brother 
which forbids our passing by, with ordinary 
reference, an event so important to us as his 
loss. And, for once, we must disregard what 
would have surely been his wish, and say some- 
thing in his praise where he would have wished 
us to be silent; for all our thftughts have been 
full of him, and no theme of meditation could 
be more fruitful than such a life. 

He was conspicuously one of those who have 
a ministry greater than they know, greater than 
their conscious % purposes and endeavors, how- 
ever great those may be. Men have a varied 
work, — a multiform beneficence. Some build 
enduring institutions, or shape new instriunents 
to lighten hmnan toil; some rear the imperish- 
able creations of Art, refining the spirit; some 
flash new truth across the horizon of mankind, 
lighting the path far onward ; while some, with a 
ministry as rare, but more important still, become 
pre-eminent in holiness, in consecration of life: 
they become an ideal and an inspiration to their 
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fellows, working in a ministiy kindred with that 
of Jesus himself, whose truest followers they 
are. Such was he whose loss we mourn, whose 
memory we mherit and cherish, whose presence 
has been a blessing to us all. That which won 
our love was no smgle deed or habit, quality or 
power, so much as that spirit of consecration 
which prompted all his deeds and sanctified 
every power, — which made him more gracious 
and winning than any of his manifestations, 
beautiful as they were. 

And, apart from that spirit, where have we 
seen a life more satisfactory in all those outward 
manifestations, — one that has left a nobler 
record? Forty years ago, a young man began 
his independent life, rich only in a pure heart 
and a lovely nature. Our schools were not 
then what they are now, nor was the training of 
young men the same. But there was in many 
a home a faith which brought human life clearly 
under the eye of God, and made it a scene of 
heroic struggle that good might master evil. 
"When that young man began his separate life, 
in hmnble circumstances, in an obscure place, 
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situated as hundreds are to-day who have seen 
his beautiftd maturity, what chances there were 
that he would come short of the possible noble- 
ness of his ciareer, become sunk in worldliness, 
consumed by the love of gain, not consecrating 
his gains, conformed to this world instead of 
being transformed by the renewing of his mind! 
Consider those chances; think how common it 
is for men to obscure all that is delicate and 
beautiful in their early life, being hardened 
through the deceitfulness of sin ; — then remem- 
ber this exceptional life ; that successful business 
career, so refined by courtesy and guarded by 
a sensitive- conscience, and never permitted to 
encroach with its cares on the calm life of his 
spirit, which kept its untroubled upward way. 

Remember his varied relations with so many 
worthy organizations, — our Unitarian Associa- 
tion, the Antiquarian Society, the Academy of 
Arts and Sciences, the Historical Society, the 
Athenaeum, the Library of the State, the Col- 
lege, or the town. 

Remember, too, his literary life, making him, 
despite constant engagements and delicate health. 
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despite the want of early training, a scholar and 
an author; gathering about him a library of rare 
value and beauty, — the finest private biblical 
library, indeed, on the Christian earth; mak- 
ing his name known the world round amongst 
scholarly men; he discovering here, and send- 
ing back to Europe, the pocket Bible printed by 
Cromwell for his soldiers, and lost from the 
knowledge of men till his quick eye identified it 
here, and recovered it ; serving our country also, 
in her hour of need, by giving the world his 
essay — one of the most valuable and timely 
publications of the war — on the opinions and 
practice of our country's fathers as to making 
negroes soldiers and citizens as well as slaves. 

Remember all his varied service as a true pa- 
triot, and friend of liberty, — whether he spoke 
for the rights of humanity; or ministered to suf- 
fering man; or maintained his curious labors in 
trfeasuring the mementoes of the great contest, 
keeping now a bit of the bunting first torn down 
from Fort Sumter, and at last so triumphantly 
set back again, or now the pen which signed 
the immortal Proclamation, and lifted millions 
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into manhood and womanhood who had lived 
like beasts before, — a relic secured to him by 
the kindness of his eminent friend in the Sen- 
ate, — or now snatching from destruction the 
sermons on the death of the first President, sent 
by their authors to Martha Washington, bound 
in two volumes by her, and now, by the chances 
of war, thrown into his hands. 

Remember also his social and domestic life, 
so gentle, so refined, and, despite the reserve in 
which such sensitive natures must always shield 
themselves, so cordial, too, simply republican, 
heartily aflfectionate and humble, so unselfish, 
so thoughtful -in courtesy, so tender in all minis- 
trations. 

And, more than all, remember that spirit- 
ual life which underlay all these manifestations, 
and made him what he was, — not slothful in 
business, fervent in spirit, serving the Lord, re- 
joicing in hope, patient in tribulation, continu- 
ing instant in prayer; which made it such a 
pleasure and a help to meet him anywhere, at 
home or on the street, — causing all who saw 
him to feel lifted up, to feel that life is more 
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beautifiil and divine than they had known it; 
which made his charity so great, so genuine, so 
unostentatious; which made him so patient to 
endure suflfering; which gave him so cheerful a 
view of death; which filled him with such hope 
and Uving faith on his death-bed, making it need- 
less or impossible for anybody to minister to him ; 
his stronger faith, his more perfect consecration 
and trust, so ministered to all about him. 

Remember all this, — recall the consequent 
love he won from that group of scholarly and 
eminent men whose aflfection brought them to his 
coffin-side, — and we shall see that this life was 
one of exceptional richness and beauty, conse- 
crating itself as not one in many millions does, 
— the most precious thing we have ever been 
permitted to see; a sad loss to us now, a hal- 
lowed and beautiful memory hereafter. 

We contemplate our great loss thus, with such 
mingled feelings of grief and of gratitude. He 
has done much for us in this society. Others 
know better than I how largely we have been 
wont to depend on his judgment and his gener- 
osity. His fine taste, his delicate manner, his 
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discreet conduct of affairs, how often, in one way 
or another, they have served us I We know, too, 
that his mind was full of projects for future 
benevolence and service to us. I need not men- 
tion them, for he hardly spoke of them himself; 
but we shall sorely feel his loss. Missed from 
the community and from his home, and from 
that great circle of friends that grew up with 
him, how will he be missed from our fellowship 
here! How will he be missed from our social 
gatherings; from our Sabbath service, week by 
week ; from beside the table of our Communion ; 
and especially, by old and young, from our Sun- 
day school, in which he was purposing to take a 
yet Aiore prominent place, and with which he 
was so identified through all his life, that it 
must seem as though the very light of the 
school had gone out! How shall we miss, too, 
his counsel and his leading in all good works; 
and, more than all, his hearty and simple wel- 
come to that home so sanctified by his presence, 
and the unspeakable beauty of his smile and 
kindliness of his greeting wherever he was 
met ! 

3 
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J^or it was not his deeds, I repeat, his thought- 
ful charity, his eminent services, which made 
him so dear; but rather the fact that he was in 
himself the embodiment of all that is lovely and 
of good report; a nature gentle, not because of 
absence of force, but from the consecration 
of it; one in whom the profoundest feelings, the 
heartiest indignation against wrong, were tem- 
pered with the sweetness of a divine charity. 
He was one who could be angry, and sin not; 
one who could be in the world, but not of the 
world. He joined, in a rare combination, that fas- 
tidious delicacy of taste and feeUng which tends 
to make a man over-critical, a recluse, or a cynic, 
with that heartiness of sympathy and genuine 
interest in every thing human wliich keeps one 
in close relations of affection and service with 
his fellow-men. This beautifiil nature and life 
won the love of all, — alienated the regard of 
none. And his greatest deed, the one which 
did most for his fellow-men, was his making 
himself, by divine help, what he was, — the fill- 
ing of his spirit, not with wordliness and evil, 
but with faith and hope and charity, his making 
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himself, through life-long endeavors, that Chris- 
tian gentleman, who, as an eminent fellow- 
townsman has said, shows us what man may 
be. 

Who can stand in the presence of such a life, 
and not feel its rebuke and exhortation? Here 
were the Christian virtues in action, showing all 
their loveliness, shutting out evil from his spirit, 
shaming the evil in ours. Here was a fountain 
of good impulse and encouragement for all who 
saw him. None could meet him without being 
stimulated and lifted up. And this is a power 
which cannot die : while memory keeps in any 
mind his image, or any that know of him sur- 
vive, he, being dead, shall yet speak, maintain- 
ing this perpetual ministry. 

Nor can we fail to see, while being grateftd 
that such an one has been given to our love, that 
there are lessons in his death as well as in his 
life. To contemplate the scene of his death-bed 
must either greatly strengthen or weaken our 
faith. How mysterious, how untimely, seems the 
stroke which takes away such an one as he ! 
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When, on the first Sunday of the year, I stood 
here for the first time as pastor in this pulpit, 
there was much in my heart which I deemed it 
unseasonable to speak. I thought how many of 
you would soon be visited by sorrow ; how many 
abodes of affliction I should be called to enter; 
how many of you, indeed, would soon pass 
away, calling me perchance to your bedsides, or 
to speak the words of hope above your open 
graves. But, while many here were trembling 
with infirmity or age, could we have thought 
that he should precede us all, — he who seemed 
so young and full of life, he who had so much to 
live for, he on whom all our hearts were so 
depending, whose work seemed so far from being 
done ? 

But, ah! the thoughts of God are not our 
thoughts, nor his ways our ways. What mat- 
tered the many noble purposes our friend had 
yet to carry out; the treasures of literature and 
art he hoped many years to enjoy; the families 
he so loved, and blessed with his love ; the beau- 
tiful ministry of his daily life? Disease touches 
him, and he must relinquish them all : his plans 
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are broken up; he must resign his treasures, and 
bid farewell to his friends; the scene of his la- 
bors and joys — his library — stands empty and 
lonely, never again to be made bright by his 
smile. ^^As for man, his days are as gi'ass; as 
the flower of the field, so he flourisheth : for the 
wind passeth over it, and it is gone; and the 
place thereof shall know it no more ! " 

What can we make of such a scene, — nature 
so regardless of human life; remorseless in sun- 
dering the closest relations; smiting down the 
strong and sparing the weak; not asking whe- 
ther one's tas^s be done on earth, but snatching 
him away bhndly? Or how worse than blind 
and aimless it is, if Nature deludes her victim 
by a false, hope while she slays him! 

There is but one answer to the riddle. Our 
friend, on his death-bed, kept his thought up- 
on that life whose glory eye hath not seen, nor 
ear heard. ^^ I am as sure of it," he said, ^^ as 
that I lie here now." His faith was so buoyant 
that it seemed rather sight than faith. Ifo 
shadow of doubt dimmed the brightness of his 
spirit. And that made all things clear. He 
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would gladly have lived longer here; but this 
life was so fiill of joy to him as to fill him with 
the conviction that greater joys await us beyond 
the veil. 

He did not fly to the immortal life, as some 
do, because this life is a scene of trouble and of 
sorrow, — reviling one gift of God's love, while 
seeking another; but the joys and privileges of 
this life so filled him with faith in the love of 
God, in his inexhaustible bounty, that he looked 
toward another life as towards a new Tjanquet, a 
new scene of enjoyment, a new field of glori- 
ous privilege and opportunity. 

Sufiering, too, he welcomed as a messenger 
sent to prepare him for that blest companionship. 
AAer great and long-continued pain,«he said, 
^^ My sufierings are nothing, — mere nothing : I 
wouldn't have spared a single pang: 1 needed 
them all." He felt that sorrow and sufiering 
are true blessings; that — 

" Weary hours of woe and pain 
Are earnests of serener years." 

And what must death have been to him, with 
such a faith and trust, but a thing of joy and 
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hope? Death was to him, indeed, no unnatural 
or unwelcome thing. It was but the going-down 
of the sun, sure to rise again to-morrow; the 
close of a toilsome but cheerful day. It was but 
the uncovering of new glories ; the lifting-up of 
the everlasting doors, that the beloved of the 
Lord might enter in. It came to him but as a 
messenger of our Father's bounty^ — for whose 
viewless footsteps we may watch and wait, — 
bidding him to the feast of love in that new life 
whose glory eye hath not seen, nor ear heard, 
nor the heart of man conceived ! Death had for 
him no sting, the grave no victory ; " the funeral 
anthem was a glad evangel;" his spirit was 
prepared to go forth with thanksgiving and 
triumphal songs! 

When we consider such a death-bed scene, 
such a man, after such a life, led forth with such 
hopes, must not the scene itself become the 
strongest evidence to our hearts of the reality 
of those things in which he trusted? 

If any thing unreal or delusive mingles with 
those cherished consolations, must not that trust 
seem to us a cruel, mocking deceit, — making 
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life, not blessed, as it is, ftill of the love of God, 
but a scene of horror, where our hopes are all 
hollow-hearted, our joys treacherous, om* whole 
existence a maze of delusions? 

Every such death-bed scene must quicken our 
faith, must become a crowning evidence to us, 
must deepen our conviction, must brighten our 
vision of the " house of jGrod, not made A<ith 
hands, eternal in the heavens." 

When we laid away his sacred ashes to their 
rest, we saw not the unsightly mound of 
earth,: — some thoughtful hand like his own had 
buried it in flowers, — our thoughts rested not 
in that abiding-place of his honored dust, flower- 
crowned, and full of fragrance as it was, — but 
we gazed upward; we stood, as the disciples 
stand in a picture of the Ascension, looking up- 
ward after one who had gone before, vanishing 
into heaven. 

There seemed, too, to bend from above, others 
of a newly divided household, — those who have 
renewed tlieir youth, welcoming to their heaven- 
ly re-union one new-born into that blessed life, 
into unbroken communion with all that host 
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of fi'iends, and of the great and good gone be- 
fore. 

We must suppose that he was welcomed there 
by many a friend who has preceded him, by that 
father and mother whose rare life he inherited 
and prolonged, and by him who was the inspira- 
tion of all their lives, who could give him the 
heavenly greeting, Well done, good ANiy 

FAITHFUL SERVANT, ENTER THOU INTO THE 

JOY OF THY Lord! 

While our faith is quickened by contemplating 
such a scene, we must be admonished also, that 
our hands are loosing their grasp of earthly 
things; that this is not our abiding - place ; that 
our feet are drawing nearer, day by day, to that 
river which nothing mortal can pass, — where 
we must put on immortality. 

Many here walk already with feeble and 
trembling steps. They need no outward admo- 
nition to set the house in order, to make ready 
for the gentle summons : they already wait. They 
sit, as it were, in the door, at the close of the 
well-spent day, and await the going-down of 
the sun. Their tasks are done ; they have made 
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them ready; they await the gracigus messenger 
who shall lead them forth by the still waters, 
through* the valley of shadow. 

• The warning of our brother's loss is not for 
these. It is rather for us, who, younger and less 
expectant of death, are less ready than they. It 
is for us who are still cumbered with serving, — 
whose tasks are all undone, who contemplate a 
long life on earth, who have much to do and 
much to enjoy, who will be amazed when the 
summons comes, — to whom it will be unwelcome 
and unexpected, — who will struggle with the 
Angel of Death. For few of lis shall live to 
* feel the gentle snow of age descending on our 
heads. Heaven does not wait our willingness. 
The first of us to fall may be the youngest here 
to-day. Death stands as near to the young as 
to the old: all times are his. As the poet has 
said : — 

** Leaves have their time to fall, 
And flowers to wither at the north wind's breath, 

And stars to set ; but all. 
Thou hast all seasons for thine own, O Death ! 

** We know when moons shall wane. 
When summer birds from far shall cross the sea. 

When autumn hues shall tinge the golden grain : 
But who shall tell us when to look for thee ? " 
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We may be called suddenly, in the midst of 
life, as was om* much-loved friend. And while 
our hearts follow him with a grateful sorrow, 
thanking Heaven for all he did and all he was, 
let them strengthen themselves with a faith like 
his, and make themselves ready with a similar 
preparation. The consecrated life is the only 
fit preparation fof death. His was not merely a 
death-bed readiness: no utterances were there 
but those of gratitude and trust. There was no 
need, in those last days, to create the clean heart 
or renew the right spirit within him. He bore 
himself, through life, as one always ready. And, 
while he ascends from amongst us, let his mantle 
fall upon us with his blessing, inspiring us to 
make a kindred preparation ! 

The tasks he left undone in our midst are 
committed unto our hands. It is ours to prolong 
his ministry, and rear his monument. It is ours 
to perpetuate his gracious influence in this com- 
munity; in our church and in our Sunday school 
to make his abiding presence felt. So shaU we 
receive the benediction of our soitow, and make 
true to our hearts the utterance of that hymn we 
have already sung: — 



28 



" With silence only as their benediction 
God's angels come. 
Where, in the shadow of a great affliction. 
The soul sits dumb. 

" Yet would we say, what every heart approveth. 
Our Father's will. 
Calling to him the dear ones whom he loveth. 
Is mercy still. 

" Not upon us or ours the solemij angel 
Hath evil wrought : 
The funeral anthem is a glad evangel ; 
The good die not ! 

" God calls our loved ones; but we lose not wholly 
What he has given : 
They live on earth in thought and deed, as truly 
As in his heaven." 
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Note, page 24. 

" A NEWLY DIVIDED HOUSEHOLD." 

Miss Sarah Gleason Livermore, sister of George 
Livermore, died in Cambridge, Aug. 1, 1865, aged sixty- 
four years. For thirty years and over, she had been an 
invalid, and, at times, a great sufferer. Still, she was 
able to render service, most grateful and prompt, to her 
aged father and mother, with whom she resided till their 
death. Especially was her care tender and constant of 
her father during the six years he survived the death 
of his wife. He leaned upon her, weak as she was, and 
found strength and comfort. It was a great trial for her 
to leave her *home, to which she had been almost wholly 
confined for some years, and become a member of another 
family, although that of her only sister. Yet she ac- 
cepted her new condition with a resolution which soon 
made new surroundings seem Kke home, and in a gentle 
spirit of patience which almost relieved the impression 
that she was an invalid and sufferer. 

Deprived of the use of her eyes for the most part of 
the time, and often compelled to sit alone in a darkened 
room, she stiU meekly bore the trial, and received with 
gratitude every expression of sympathy from her kindred 
and friends. Though not able to be abroad, she retained 
her interest in all good objects and causes, and gave freely 
of her moderate competency for their support. Her in- 
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terest in the church of which she was a member, though 
for many years unable to attend public worship, did not 
fail to the last. Her refined taste was employed in such 
simple arrangement in her room, as her strength per- 
mitted. Her acts, like her virtues, were all private. She 
was sensitive to the least notorfty or publicity, and shrank 
from notice. A devoted daughter, a loving sister, a true 
Christian woman, has departed. This tribute, modest 
like herself, is due to her memory. 

Iv. X. S> 
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